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PREFACE 


AD the foilowing pages been 

brought forward on either of the 
Theatres, the Author meant to have apo- 
logized for their defects in the uſual ſtyle 
of Prologue: but ſince by the earneſt 
intreaty of friends it firſt finds its way into 
the Cloſet, a few lines by way of Preface 
may not be deemed intruding. 


Know then all men by theſe preſents, that I 
ANNA Ross, a forward little ſcribbler, at 
the early age of thirteen elt a paſſion for 


letters, and endeavoured to ſcrape an ac- 
quaintance with the Muſes, before I had 
(my own family excepted) an acquain- 
tance in the world. How far they have 
favoured my aſſiduities, I ſubmit to the 
Public and my Friends. I offer this our 
firſt pledge of love with all its imperfec- 
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tions on its head ;---a crippled, puny, little 
Bantling, which, foſtered and ſtrengthened 
by the cheering rays of private approba- 
tion, may, perhaps, one day throw down 
his crutch, leap from the Cloſet, and try 
a run upon the Stage. 


However, let his fate be what it may, 
the very liberal attention of my friends, in 
the rapid ſubſcription and kind patronage 
they have honoured me with, excites emo- 
tions which I can feel, but not deſcribe, and 
may in future give a nerve to my pen, that 
the trembling fear of cenſure before would 
not admit. A ſecond production may 
live to make me bleſs their bounty ; as 
little can be dreaded from critical attacks, 
when fighting beneath the banners of a 
BILLINGTON, and well guarded by a Bri- 
{iſh SHIELD, : 
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Sir Toy and Lady HARWIN at Breakfaft. 


ELL, my Lady, have you 
given the neceſſary orders 
to the ſervants to get every thing in proper 
arrangement _ Charles comes home ? 
How I long to ſee him ! I dare ſay he is grown 
head and ſhoulders taller than Iam. Let me 
ſee; he has been abroad juſt four years, and 
we have been married two years come next 

Chriſtmas-eve. I well remember the day. 
Lach Har. Ay, and I well remember it 
too, I am ſure it was the happieſt one in my 
life, I was tired of being a widow, but was 
| B always 


Sir Topy. 


\ 
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always very prudent, or *twas not that I had 
no offer which prevented me, but the great 
reſpect I had for Mr. Smirk, my late huſband : 
he, poor ſoul, loved the very ground I trod, 
and uſed to call me—Ay, it almoſt brings tears 
into my eyes to think what, loving things he 
wou'd ſay. Oft would he riſe and lift his' 
hands up thus, and cry, “ My deareſt Bridget, 
my life, my ſoul, my”—And then he'd run, 
and wou'd ſo claſp me in his arms, and hug— 
runs up, to. Sir ToBY, and claſps him. in ber 

arms). 5 

Sir Tog v. Zounds! don't hug fo hard 
you'll * , all the wind out of this poor 
little body. (Puffs.) Mercy on me, you have 
almoſt done it already! But, my dear, we'll 
talk of Mr. Smirk ſome other time; and when 
we next do, be ſure you leave out the hugs. 


Enter CHARLOTTE. 


Sir Toxy, Ah, Charlotte, you little ſmil- 
ing rogue, you look very pretty to-day. 
What, you have been dreſſing in all your beſt, 
in expectation of ſeeing! your brother, I ſup- 
poſe !+ Ah, I know you was always very fond 
of him; and yet I dare ſay be won't be half 
ſo fine a gentleman as your brother Jonas,— 
But pray, now I think of it, where is Jonas? 
CHar. He is arclling, I believe, Sir. 
Sir Togy. Dreſſing! Well, Bridget, you 
will certainly ſpoil that boy. To my know- 
ledge, he has been juit (looking at bis watch) 
one hour fifty minutes and a half dreſſing that 
pretty perſon of his. . PROT 
Lady Har. But you muſt allow, my dear, 
4 when 
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when he is dreſſed he makes ample amends for 
the time he takes, Ko 

Sir Tory, To be ſure, the boy wou'd be 
well enough if he did not ſtudy to make him- 
ſelf ridiculous by his ſtrange manner of dreſ- 
fing. Why, he has his hair bound up fo tight 
behind, that it ſticks, out juſt like the handle 
of a pump: and then, the top is ſo befloured, 
that it looks like the back of a hedge-hog in 
a ſnowy morning. £26 oft 

CAR. Nay, my dear papa, you are too 
ſevere : I am ſure maſter Jonas is always 
dreſſed in the 2 of the faſhion, and quite 
after my mamma own taſte which I am ſure 
you muſt allow to be excellent ; for the gave 
a moſt convincing proof of that when ſhe 
choſe you for a huſband, my dear papa. 

Sir Topy. Why, yes, there is ſomething 
in that, to be ſure; and indeed I muſt ſay ſhe 
has a pretty good taſte (looking at himſelf ).— 
A little flattery ſometimes does well, Char- 
lotte, But you muſt not practiſe too much, 
or it will grow upon you; and it's like every 
thing elſe : Apply it judicioufly, and you will 
find few who have philoſophy enough to with- 
ſtand it. (A loud knocking.) Hark What 
knocking is that? Who knows but this may 


be Charles? How my heart throbs to em- 
brace him ! e E | 


Join. Oh, Sir, as ſure as I'm alive, here's 
my young maſter, Dear, how handſome he 
does look! He's now coming, Sir, 


B 2 Euer 


4 THE COTTAGERS: 


Enter Capt. Harwiv. | 
Sir Tory. My dear, dear Charles, I am 
ſo glad and fo happy to ſee you !— 
Capt. Har. Sir, this pleaſure is indeed 
great after ſo long an abſence. My dear Char- 
lotte (they embrace), how happy your preſence 
makes me. 

CAR. Words can't expreſs, my dear 
Charles, the pleaſure this interview gives me. 
I am delighted to ſee you look ſo well. 

Sir Topy, Come, boy, let me introduce 
you to your mother, Lady Harwin. 

Capt. Haz. Madam, give me leave to pay 
my duty to you. As. to Sir Toby, 1 
ſhall always be proud to acknowledge you.— 
But I think you have a ſon, Madam: I ſhall 
be happy to receive him as my brother. I 
make no doubt, as he is your ſon, but he muſt 
be a moſt accompliſhed youth. 

Lady Has. 7 as to that, Sir, I think 
1 may venture to ſay, and not endanger my 
veracity neither, you will not ſee a cleverer 
lad than my Jonas, nor one of better breed- 
ing: he is very accompliſhed, I affure you. 

Capt. Har. It is impoſſible he ſhou'd be 
otherwiſe. But may I not ſee him? I long to 
be made acquainted with him, 

Sir Togv. He has been preparing to re- 
ceive you theſe two hours! I think he can't 
be long before he is ready. 

Capt. Har. He does me honour , but why 
ſo ceremonious ? You ſee 1 am quite in diſha- 
bille to receive him; and I dare ſay he wants 
No addition of dreſs to make him agreeable, 

Char, I am ſure my brother has taken 

great 
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great pains to improve himſelf > and Mamma 
as uſed all her art, haven't you, Mamma ? 

Lady Haz. Aye, child; but your brother 
will be able to Judge for himſelf when he has 
ſeen him. 

Joxas (behind). Do you hear, Tom? Get 
my Oe ready, I ſha'n't wait at home all day. 
—Ha ! ha! ha! what an abominable fellow 
that Tom is, ha! ha! ha! Oh, I ſhall die 
with laughing. (Enters in a riding-dreſs, with 
boots, ſpurs, whip, &c.) Why, would you be- 
lieve ! that ridiculous fellow Tom wants to 

erſuade me to leave off baving my tail tied 
in this faſhionable manner but it won't do. — 
Why, the laſt time I was at our little ſnu 
club there—a little way off— there was a di 
1 between Billy Buckram and Tom Powder- 

uff which looked the beſt. Billy was for 
tail, and Tom was for club; but Billy got the 
day. (Hums a tune, and flides a minuet ſtep.) 

Capt. Har. Bleſs me, Sir, who have you 
got here ? 

Jonas. Lord love you, why don't you 
know me? How unlucky that is ! I thought all 
the world knew me. My name 1s Jonas Smirk, 
commonly called by all the little tight laſſes 
about town Jonas the Beau, and ſometimes 
Jonas the Pretty. - Lord bleſs you, they have 
all ſorts of pretty names for me. 

Lady Har. My dear child, behave a little 
Readily—Why this is your brother, Captain 
Harwin, 

Jonas, Oh! What, is this my brother 
Charles, that I have heard ſo much talk of ? 
My dear boy, I am ſuperabundantly glad to 


ſee 


6 THE c OTT AO ERS: 


ſee you. Come, give us a friendly ſhake (hate 
bands). Pon my ſoul, but you are a good 
ſmart lad, Charles. You are, by the honour 
of a gentleman; but (lookinz at himſelf you 
did not expect to ſce me ſo clever, did you 
now ? Come, confeſs, | 

Capt. Har. No, I did not, pon my ſoul, 

Jonas. Pon your foul ! ah, but that won't do. 
—You a ſoldier, and ſwear by your ſoul No 
— that will never do.—You muſt ſwear by your 
honour, which is—or ought to be—always a 
ſoldier's oath ; becauſe then you know we have 
ſame right to believe them. 5 

Capt, Hax. Well then, upon my honour ; 
will that do? Ha! ha! ha! 

Jonas. Yes, that will do; but what do 
you laugh for, mun ? | 
Capt. Har, A very good reaſon why — be- 
cauſe I can't help it. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Jonas (a/ide). Ecod nor I neither, though 
I don't know what at, He! he! he! Yer 
now I think on't J won't, for it's my belief he 
is laughing at me] What, becauſe he has got 
a fine red coat and a ſword by his fide, he 
thinks he may look down on everv civil lad 
that comes in his way: but he's miſtaken ; for 
ecod [I'll get a red coat and a cockade, and I 
wonder which will be the ſmarteſt of the twa 
—Aye, and I don't know but I may be as 
proud and as bold as he when I am a Cap- 
tain, | | 


AR. 


Oh then you ſhall ſee, | 
How you'll all envy me; 
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So fine and ſo gay, 
How I'll trip it away. 
As grand as a Lord, 
With a fine long ſword, 
My cockade I'll flaſh, 
And cut ſuch a daſh ; 
Both by night and by day 
How I'll revel away; 
Strut, caper, and bounce ; 
Your jacket I'll trounce; 
At my enemies fire, 
Then with glory retire; 
And never, no never, be laugh'd at again, 
Oh!] dear, dear, Oh ! dear, 
And never, no never, be laugh'd at again. 
* | | Exit. 


Lady Har, Indeed, Captain, I think you 
have behaved very unlike' a Gentleman in 
"daring to affront my poor boy. (Aae) But 

erhaps you may repent your unkindneſs to 
Fi, tho' you think yourſelf ſecure, {| Exit. 

CHAR. Poor Jonas! How angry you have 
made him, Charles! How cou'd you ſerve 
him ſo? I am ſure he is quite a Beau. 

Capt. Har. Rather ſay a Boar, my good 
ſiſter . Such figures might do very well in 
France; but in England, they are as unſuita- 
ble as ſoup-meagre to the ſtrong ſtomach of 
an Engliſh Jack Tar, or a ſlice of roaſt-beef 
to the poor weak ſtomach of a Frenchman.— ' 
For Heaven's ſake, Sir, what do you intend 
to do with him ? 8 | 

Sir Tory. Do with him! Lord, how can 
I tell? Aſk my Lady; he is a chick of her 


 own—quite after her own heart, L have no 
buſineſs with him, | Capt. 
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Capt. Har, Ha! ha! ha! poor my Lady! 
Why, my dear fir, is it poſſible you can ſuffer a 
ſon-in-law of yours to make himſelf ſuch an 
aſs? Why, he muſt be a laughing-ſtock for his 


neighbours. Really, fir, I wonder a man of your 


ſenſe ſhould yield ſo much to the whim of your 
Lady. — Pon my ſoul, I ſhall certainly laugh in 
his face every time he comes in my fight. 

Sir Tomy. Well, well, e'en have your laugh 
out, pleaſe yourſelt ; but I'll go and perſuade 
him to alter his ſtyle of dreſs. 

Capt. Har, Nay, my dear fir, unleſs you 
can get him caſt in a freſh mould, I am afraid 
his dreſs will make very little alteration. 

Sir Tony. Never mind, Charles. But I'll 
ſtep and order ſome refreſhment for you; I am 
ſure you muſt be fatigued after your journey. 


And pray, Charles, don't attempt to contradict. 


my Lady; ſhe has been uſed to have all her 
own way, ſhe is too mighty for me to contend 
with; conſider I am not fix foot high. 
[Exit. 

Crar. Ha! ha! ha! my dear Papa, how 
I rejoice to ſee you ſo plagued ! Would you 
believe it, he doats upon that old mother-in- 
law of ours, as if ſhe was a goddeſs :—and then 
her booby-blockhead of a ſon, too, does juſt 
as he pleaſes. | 

Capt. Har. For Heaven's ſake, how came 
my father to marry ſuch a ſtrange creature! 
I think ſhe's as homely a piece of goods as ever 
I ſet my eyes upon. 

Caar. And what's worſe than all, my fa- 
ther is ſo infatuated, that if you had not come 


ſo opportunely, ſhe wou'd have found means to 


have 
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have wheedled him out of the greateſt part of 
his fortune, I aſſure you. | 

Capt. Has. Impoſſible ! I can't think that. 
My father was always doatingly fond of me ; and 
tho? he might have divided it, he could not 
be ſo unnatural as to diveſt me of every ſhil- 
ling. Yet I ſhould like to have a hearty laugh 
at that booby, and his mother too! Don't you 
think now we cou'd contrive ſomething ? I am 
ſure we cou'd ! Do youthen, my dearCharlotte, 
ſet that little brain of thine at work; and if 
we don't tantalize both of them, and bring this 
father of ours toa right underſtanding, I think 
it is ſtrange, 

Chan. Well, I am ready to join in any plot 
againſt them, for I owe my Lady a grudge for 
depriving me of a favorite lover; therefore 
Il ſet about thinking of ſomething immedi- 
ately, 

68 Har. Set about thinking! Why, L 
dare ſay you have a plan in your head already. 

CAR. Hum! I think I have.—Jonas 
tells me he has lately fallen in love with ſome 
country-girl who lives not far from hence, and 
who (in his eyes) is the greateſt beauty in the 
world; but he always complains that ſhe is ſo 
very modeſt, he can't get a civil word from her, 
— Now if you could perſuade him to take you 
with him ſome day or other—and pretend to 
rival him—that will ſufficiently mortify him; 
and as to my Lady, leave me to plague her; 
and if I don't do it effectually, then fay I am 
not a girl of ſpirit, 

Capt. Har, Egad, ſiſter, I think you are, 
hut yonder J ſee Jonas! He ſeems to have 

C _recover'd 


to THE COTTAGERS! 


recover'd his ſpirits ſince he left us, therefore 
this is the beſt time to work on him; and when 
J have gain'd my intelligence, I'll come and let 
you know my ſucceſs, | 

CH AR. Well, adieu then ! but remember to 
ſtudy a fine ſpeech againſt you ſee the girl; for 
a complimental flouriſh from a young officer is 
as much an eflential, as the ſound of the 
trumpet before battle. 

Capt. HAR. Oh never fear! Do you think I 
ſhall be at a loſs for elocution on ſuch an occa- 
fion as, that ? 


A I R. 


Whene'er the ſoldier takes the field, 

Inſpir'd by love, by glory preſt ; 
Well-arm*d with bake bb ſcorns to yield, 

*Till conqueſt hails the victor bleſt. 

| (Time changes.) 

The arrows of Cupid, or bullets of war, 

Alike he encounters—no dangers diſmay ; 
While honor's his ſhicld he can nc'er feel a 

ſcar, | 
But brings both the fair and the foe to obey, 
* | Exeunt, 


SCENE Il, 
Enter Captain HARwIx. 


Capt. Har. Here he comes | What a creas 
ture it is, hopping about like a dog in a dou- 
blet! By his dreſs one would imagine him a 
doll juſt ſent over from Paris as a ſample of the 
reigning faſhion, 
; Enter 


IF 
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Enter Jonas. 


Ah, brother, I'm glad to ſee you ſo good-hu- 
moured ! I hope you were not offended with 
me when we parted laſt! Pon honour, I did 
not mean to affront you. 

Jonas. Affronted! Lord love you, not I !— 
I never bears no malice—always forget and for- 
give; and between you and IAI find it is beſt 
in the end; that is, it anſwers my purpoſe beſt. 

Capt. Har. Aye! how ſo? | 

Jonas. Why, becauſe if I was always ſnarl- 
ing and quarrelling with every fool that might 
ſpeak a little queeriſh ro me, I ſhou'd have 
ſtood a chance by this time to have had a ſmall- 
thruſt thro? this little delicate body of mine ; or 
a box or two to diſcompoſe my curls; or per- 
haps a ſlight ball thro' my heart; and to ſay 
the truth, there is too much in that already for 
my peace. | 

Capt. Har: Indeed! what can you poſſi- 
bly have to diſconcert you ? 

Jonas, What! can't you gueſs ? 

Capt. Har, No, really I can't. | 

Jonas (whiſpers in bis ear). Why, I'm in 

ove. | 
Capt. Har. The devil you are 

Jonas. Over-head-and-ears ; but *cis a ſort 
of ſecret between-you and I. 

Capt. Har, That you may depend upon; 
but it is impoſſible 200" caſe can be deſperate, 
for every accompliſhment that art and nature 
can produce you ſeem to poſſeſs. Oh ! *ris im- 


poſſible you ſhould be unſucceſsful. 
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Jonas. Yes, really I think ſo! To be ſure, 
I do look a little like the Thing. But, Lord love 
you, if you was but to ſee me in my new ſuit 
that's juſt come home, I have been trying them 
on, you can't think what a ſmart lad I am! 
Oh! the moſt bewitching dog that ever you 
She can't be coy long; ſhe muſt yield to ſuch a 
delightful beau] Don't you think ſo? 

Capt. Har. Certainly ; there can be no 
doubt of that. But pray, where docs this ob- 
durate goddeſs live ? 

Jonas. Live, did you fay ? 

Capt. Har. Yes. 

Joxnas. Not far off. 

Capt. Har. And mayn't one get a peep. at 
her ? ha, Jonas! 

Jonas. A peep at her ! Oh, bleſs you, not 
for the world. (Aide) I think I might venture 
too—ſhe wou'd certainly prefer me—ſhe muſt 
ſee the difference, 

Capt. Har, Well, what ſay you? Shall we 
go now? We have time enough before dinner. 
Jonas. What, you want to ſee her ! But you 
won't tho*, my lad—Befides, I can't go now— 
And then I'm not dreſs'd well enough Do you 
think I wou'd appear before her this figure? 
Bleſs your heart, tho' ſhe is a poor girl, ſhe 
knows how to behave herſelf as well as an 
lady in the land - And now I think on't, my 
father is waiting for me.—You'll meet us pre- 
ſently - Good by to you— You'll come, will 
you? (Aide) Now for my little damſel! He 
wanted to go, but he was miſtaken—Oh ! how 
finely I have trick'd him. Exit. 

Capt. Har, I think, my booby of a brother- 

in 
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in-law, I'll be even with you for your cunning 
in refuſing me—T will find her out, if it is only 
to vex him a little, —Poor ſimple Jonas, you 
little think what miſchief is brewing for you! 
So now to ſet about it, for I am determin'd to 
follow you. | [ Exit. 


SN ML. 


A rural ProſpeF. On one Side the Stage a Cot- 
tage—LOTHARIA and Proc ſpinning at the 
Door. ; 


a1 3 
LoTHARIA. 


When Spring firſt teems with balmy bliſs, 
To ſcent the breath of morn, ö 
And Sol ſends forth his rays to kiſs 
TIhe dew- drops from the thorn ; 
Then zephyrs wild from hill to dale, 
Waft odours ſweetly round, 
While Love and Friendſhip thro' the vale 
By induſtry are crown'd. 


Proc v. Well, Lotharia, don't you think J 
have worked hard ? | 

Lorn. Indeed I think you have! Heigho! 
Bleſs me, what makes me ſigh ſo 

P:ccy. Oh, Lotharia, has not ſomebody a 
ſhare in thoſe ſighs ? I'll be whipt now it you 
are not in love. 

Lorßg. In love! With whom, pray? 
PO v. Why, with that ſmart young man, 
Maſter Jonas Smirk. Oh dear, how you will 
be envy'd. What would many a one give for 
ſuch an offer! But ſome people have luck, 
and ſome have nor, | 


LorTn, 
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Lor. Bleſs me, Peggy, why you can't 
really think I could like ſuch a creature! No, 
I aſſure ycu, he never will be the better for 
me. I ſhall adviſe him not to think of coming 
here again, —No, he is quite another being to 


what I could be happy with. 


Peccy. Well, Lotharia, you muſt have 
your own way.---But I am going into the vil- 
lage. Perhaps I may meet your father, I 


think he is a long time gone to Sir Toby's,— 


But, good by—my ſweetheart Reuben is wait- 


ing for me, and I ſhall be too late. 


AI N. 


My lover expects me hard by in the grove, 
Each breeze brings a ſigh from my ſwain; 


The joy of my heart's the dear youth that I 


love, 


Young Reuben, the pride of the plain, 


His paſſion's ſo pure, that all fear I defy, 
To Peggy he'll never give pain; 
Not the op'ning of morn is ſo dear to my eye 
As Reuben, the pride of the plain. { Exit, 


Lorg. Well, Peggy is certainly a moſt 
contented girl.— I wiſh I was like her. But 
while this ſullen gloom ſeems to cloud the- 
aged brow of my venerable father, content- 
ment muſt be a ſtranger to this breaſt, Vet 


. why ſhould not I endeavour to be happy? 


AK 1 N. 


When Fortune ſmil'd on us our moments were 
ay, 

Each ſeaſon with rapture danc'd cheerful away; 

Dear 
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Dear friendſhip and love with our days did in- 


creaſe, | 

And the ſeat of my fire was the manſion of 
peace. : 

When Splendor forſook us with all its gay 
train | | 

We wander'd with Hope chearful over the 
plain; 

Content we found here. May her bleſſings in- 
creaſe, 

And our Cottage, tho* poor, prove the manſion 

| of peace 


[7/hile L.otharia is finging, Capt. Harwin 7s 
obſerved liſtening at the top of the Stage. 


Lorn. I wonder my father is not returned 
from Sir Toby's. I'll walk and meet him, if 
he ſtays much longer.—/ Goes into the cottage.) 

Capt. Sure thar's the little charmer I'm in 
ſearch of —And yet it cannot be her, neither! 
It is impoſſible ſhe can be form'd for ſuch a 
creature as Jonas.—Yet he talk'd of her being 
very modeſt, which indeed ſhe ſeems to be.— 
But ſoft, the door opens ( Retiring.) 


Enter LoTHaARIA. 

I'm quite impatient for my father's coming, 
Pll ſtep and meet him. (Going.) Oh dear, 
here's that fooliſh young man, Sir Toby's ſon, 
coming! I'Il ſtep into the houſe to avoid him, 
(Goes in.) 5 
Capt. Ay, ſure enough it is ſimple Jonas. 
Well, I muſt allow he has a good choice; for, 
by Heaven, I never ſaw ſuch an angel. Ah! 
who comes yonder I—As I live, Welford, my 

father's 
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father's agent. I'll fly to meet him, Sure this 
is the luckieſt accident, Exit. 


Enter Jonas, dreſſed in a fantaſtical Manner. 


So here I am! and, if I am not miſtaken, 
dreſs'd enough to gain the heart of a Ducheſs, 
much more a poor little country laſs.--To be ſure, 
I don't look very handſome And then this leg 
—to be ſure it does not become a filk ſtocking. 
And now, my pretty little dear, I think you 
muſt like me,—And then this ſword too, how 
bold it makes me look | But here ſhe comes 
—0Oh no, it is only the other little cherry- 
cheek'd damſel Hum a tune.) 


Enter PEtccy. 


Przcoy., Bleſs the father, who have we 
here ! ſome fine Lord for certain. 

Jowas. How do, pretty maid ? | 

Pzccy. Thank your honour.—(Curtſ/eys.) 

Jonas, Very glad to hear it, pretty maid. 
—Why, what do you ſtare ſo for ? Don't you 
know me ? . 

Peccy. Know your Honour! Lord, as J 
live, maſter Jonas.—Goodneſs, how handſome 
you do look ! 

Joxas. He, he, he! now don't I ?—Give 
me a kiſs, you little black. ey'd rogue. Kiſſes 
her.) — How I do love black eyes !—And as 
ſecond thoughts are beſt, give me another.— 
And now I look at you again—rat me, if yau 
a'n't handſomer than Lotharia. | 

Peccy. Nay, now I am ſure you joke; 
for eyery body ſays Lotharia is the. handſomeſt. 


But 
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But what of that! Handſome as ſhe is —ſhe 
does not like you. 

Jonas. (Taking a pocket-glaſs out, and look- 
ing at himſelf.) No! Is that poſſible ? 

Peccy. Nay—ſhe ſays ſhe hates you. 

Jos As. Hates me! And have I taken all 
this trouble, and been at all this expence, for 
nothing but hate? — Haven't I employ'd the 
beſt barber, the beſt taylor, the beſt milliner— 
and a'n't I a beau all on purpoſe to pleaſe her? 
and won't all do ?—Then Tl be reveng'd—ſhe 
ſha'n't reſt night nor day, —P11 kill myſelf— 
fall on this long ſword (attempts to draw) — 
juſt like the man in the play; 


And every night, behind yon tree, 
She'll ſee the ſprite of poor poor me. 


But now I think better, I'll live too, —Don't 
you think that would be beſt ? 

Pecoy. No, I don't indeed. Now pray 
do kill yourſelf! You can't think how that 
would oblige me. ; | 

Jonas. Oh you wicked one! What, would 
you have me commit ſuicide ? But I won't,— 
Pll get married—and I am ſure that will break 
her heart, | 

Peccy. But ſuppoſe now you was to ſee her 
in theſe fine clothes —who knows but they may 
win her ? | ry 

Jonas. Right enough; ſo they will. But 
there's ſomebody coming; let's ſtep aſide, and 
talk about it, (They retire.) 


= 


: 
* 


Enter Mr. WrIroap and Capt. Hax wix. 
Mr. Wel. Captain Harwin, this is an un- 
expected pleaſure; I can ſcarce find words to 
D expreſs 
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expreſs my agrecable ſenſations. —Pray how 
long have you been at Harwin Place ? 

Capt. Har. Arriv'd within theſe few 
hours,—Strange alterations ſince I have been 
from home All buſtle and confuſion no re- 
gularity, as when my poor mother was alive— 
All muſt give place to this new Lady and her 
ſon.— Well, perhaps my father will ſee his folly 
ſoon. 
| Wear. It is to be hoped he will.—I own I 

have many a time grieved at ſuch ſtrange doings 
—Wwiſhed hourly tor your return—and, thank 
Heaven, you are come at laſt |—Your preſence 
will perhaps in ſome degree give a change to 
this infatuation. (Seeing Jonas and PeEcGorY) 
Bleſs me ! who have you here, Peggy ? 

Capt. Har. Ah, pretty maid ! what monkey 
has eſcaped from bis miſtreſs's dreſſing-room to 
raife a laugh amongſt us? | 

PEG. Monkey, your Honour! Dear heart, 
why that is maſter Smirk. 

Jonas. Yes, fir, my name is Smirk.— Dear 
Charles, why don't you know me? I knew you 
the moment I ſaw you. 

Capt. Har. But indeed it was much harder 
for me to know you. In the name of wonder, 
how came you to make yourſelf this fright, 
this laughing-ſtock ? 

Jonas. Do ] look like a fright and a laugh- 
ing · ſtock ? Why, I am in the height of the Ton, 
all but my ſtays, and they'll be tent down next 
week. EE ECT 
Capt, Har. And pray with what intent? 
Jonas. 'To come a ſuiting. 


Capt. Has, A ſuiting! To whom? 
Joxas. 


A COMIC OPER A. 19 


Jonas. A young lady in that houſe, | 

Wer. My daughter, fir ! Then let me tell 
you—you have miſtaken both her and me; for 
tho' we are poor—we are not to be bought by 
gaudy ſhow :—nor ſhou'd my child marry a 
Prince, did I not think he had a heart worthy 


ſuch a treaſure. I beg, fir, you will think no more 
of her, 


[ Exit with Peccy into the Cottage. 


Capt. Haz. Oh maſter Jonas, is this the 
little charmer we have heard you talk ſo much 
about? What, you thought to outwit me, did 
you? But you ſee I was too cunning for you, — 
Well, mind I caution you : take care of your- 
ſelf, for I intend to rival you! I do, upon my 
honour. 

Jonas. You do! that's very conceited of 
you. But lord, mun, when you ſee her you won't 
like her. I have been humming you all this 
time—ſhe is the queereſt, uglieſt ſlut you ever 
ſaw in your life, 

Capt. Har. Indeed! you aſtoniſh me 

Jonas. Ay, I ſuppoſe Ido. What, now, you 
thought her clever and handſome, I warrant ? 

Capt. Har, I did, indeed. + 

Jonas. Oh ! poor ſoul ! poor foul !—Why, 
ſhe is as ugly—litle ſquinting grey eyes 
{kin for all the world like a gypſy—wide mouth 
— black and white teeth—and ſuch a ſhape with 
all !-Mercy defend us from ſuch frightful crea- 
tures! 

Capt. Har, But, Jonas, how came you to 
fall in love with ſuch deformity as you have 
deſcribed ? | 

Jonas. Oh! the fates—the fates decree thoſe 

| D 2 things, 
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things.— But Charles, don't you think that a 
pretty girl that's juſt gone into the cottage ? 
Oh what a pair of black eyes !—I think you'll 
like her the beſt—ſha'n't you, now ? 

Capt. Har, Ha! ha! ha! Do you know 
now—you'll hardly believe it—but I am ſuch 
a fool—in ſpite of the terrible picture you 
have drawn of the other—to have a particular 
partiality for her. 

Jonas. He! he! he! no, no, you do but 
Joke ! he! he! he! 

Capt. Har. On my honour, Pm ſerious. 

Jonas, Whar, like ſuch a thing as that? 
he! he! he! it can't be—l like the fun too— 
he! he! he! | 

Capt. Har. (Imitating him) He! he! he! 
—and ſo do I.— Why, do you know I've ſeen 
her ?—Now; Jonas, are not you aſham'd to have 
endeavour'd to deceive me? I have indeed, 
and find her as beautiful as an angel ; therefore 
I would adviſe you to think no more of her. 

Jonas. I ſhou'd be very glad tooblige you; 
but I can't help thinking of her.—lIt is 
very hard to be ſo croſs'd in love.—lI can't 
ſleep a wink all night—nor reſta bit by day ;— 
and as to heart, I have none, *tis all burnt up 
to a cinder with the violent flame of my love. 


AIX. 


I am all outward ſhow, 
Which you'll preſently know, 
For the duce of a heart have 1 got; 
I am all gone aſtray, a 
And have quite loſt my way, 
Therefore terrible hard is my lot. 


My 
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My love is all folly, 
Oh ſad melancholy ! 
In bittereſt grief I ſhall die ! 
Oh poor Jonas, oh! oh! 
Heigho, Jonas, heigho ! 
Dear heart, oh poor Jonas will die! [ Exit. 


Enter WeLroRD from the Cottage, 


Capt. Har. What a ſtrange creature this bro- 
ther-in-law of mine is! I have heard him 
ſpeak much of this young lady, but did not 
know ſhe was your daughter. I believe ſhe was 
not with you when I was laſt in England ? 

WeLFrorD. No, fir, ſhe was then with a 
near relation of mine, who is fince dead. 

Capt. Hax. I thought I did not remember 
her, but I long to be introduced to her, I hope 
you will not deny me that pleaſure. 

WELroR D. By no means, Captain, but be 
proud of the honour. There was a time, but 
that is now paſt, when I cou'd have received 
you better; but you will, I am ſure, excuſe us. 

Capt. Har. Rather ſay, I ſhall be proud to 
be under the roof with ſo worthy a man. Be- 
lieve me, in my opinion, riches are merely ſu- 

perfluous to ſome ſort of men ; for if their 
minds and hearts are like thine, rich in con- 


tentment, what more can they poſſibly want 
or with for? 


A I N. 
The mind of him whoſe love is pure, 


No danger has to dread; 


He ſleeps in peace, he wakes ſecure, 
For ſorrows all are fled, 
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An honeſt heart is richer far 
Than mines of brilliant ore ; 
And ſuch is thine! Then drive deſpair 
For ever from your door. 
[ Exeunt into the Cottage. 


r 
Enter Sir TOBö R&MNν) and LA D x. 


Sir Topy, I tell you, my Lady, it will 
not do; Þ'Il be dup'd no longer. You will ab- 
ſolutely make ſuch a fool of this boy, that 
both him and us will be a ſubject for the newſ- 
papers.—And is he not waſting my money in a 
moſt ſhameful manner? And to pleaſe him, 
forſooth, you want to buy him a commiſſion ! 
For what? Only becauſe he thinks regimentals 
wou'd become him.—Hea ſoldier ! Why, Mar- 
gery the cook wou'd make as good a one. I 
dare ſay if you were to put a gun into his hand, 
he wou'd not know which end to clap to his 
8 and as to letting it off, damn me if TI 

on't think he'd fall as dead as a herring at 
the bare report. But I'll have none on't—he 
ſhall be brought to a ſenſe of his duty.— I won- 
der, Bridget, you can be ſuch a fool. Now only 
compare him to his brother; which looks moſt 
like a Britiſh warrior? Does not Charles look 
as if he cou'd ruſh forth and lay his enemies 
before him like a parcel] of old cabbage- 
ſtumps? and be in time of peace a friend to 
the afflicted and unhappy ?—But if again rous'd 
to glory, hell prove himſelf a friend to his 
country, and an honour to his royal maſter. 

Lady Har, I hope yon have by this time given 

| a full 
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a full detail of his merits.—And my poor boy 
is to be neglected and deſpiſed ! Do you ſup- 
poſe I wou'd ever have married you, but that 
I thought you wou'd have heen a father to my 
child, the darling of my heart? Haven't [ 
refuſed the beſt offers in the land for you ? 

Sir Togu. Why, I ſuppoſe you know that 
beſt. 

Lady Har. You provoking lump of an- 
tiquity 1 I was a fool to think of ſuch a crea- 
ture. Oh! I wiſh I had never ſeen you! | 

Sir Tory. Why as to that, Bridget, I am 
ſure the loſs wou'd not have been on my ſide. 
But pray, why did you marry ſuch a lump of 
antiquity as you are pleas'd to call me? 

Lady Har. Why, you little black ugly 
Thing you, I never did marry you. 

Sir Tosy. No! make that appear, and*Pll 
love you more than ever, 

Lady Har, Well, then, I did not marry 
you, I married ſomething much better ; your 
money *twas that I wanted, 

Sir Togu. Indeed ! —But fince that is de- 
creaſing very faſt, I hope we ſhall ſoon ſeparate. 

Lady Har. I with that happy day was come 
I think you wou'd repent before a week was 
paſs*d.—But as you chule to be in theſe ill hu- 
mours, I ſhall leave you to yourſelf—l'm ſure 
you are fit company for no one elle. [ Exit. 

Sir Topy. Well, then, take yourſelf off, — 
What plague there is with theſe wives always 
a wrangling ! | 

1 

The duce take all wives, 
They're the plague of our lives, 


For 
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For ever a ſquabbling and wrangling, 
Like bells in a ſteeple ! 
Lord help the poor Fadople 
Who *re oblig'd to bear the damn'd jangling 


I muſt marry, forſooth! 
Yet I was rather loth ; 
But old Bid did ſo wheedle and coax, 
In the ſnare I was caught, 
And the bargain I bought, 
For in wedlock all's true and no joke. 
[ Exit. 


SS ENEV. 


Captain HARwiN diſcovered. 


What a miſerable dog I am, juſt on my re- 
turn to England to fall in love ! and that with 
ſuch an humble goddeſs, that I can never 
think of making her my wife, *Sdeath, if I 
had not been ſo anxious to make a fool of Jonas, 
I ſhou'd not ſo ſoon have been made one myſelf. 
How ſhall I make my folly known to my ſiſter ! 
She will certainly laugh at me, ſhe is ſucha wild 
giddy girl. *Sdeath, here ſhe comes—how ſhall 
I reſolve ? 

Enter CHARLOTTE. 


CHAR. Well, Charles, have 8 gain'd a 
ſight of her? 

CHARLES. Yes. 

CuARLOTrTE. Yes! Come, come, tell me 
all about it: you can't think how I long to 
know. What tort of a creature is ſhe ? Come, 
deſcribe her. 

Capt. Hax. You have ſet me a taſk, which 
of all others is the hardeſt. 

CHAR, 
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 CrartoTTe. What! is ſhe ſo very aukward 
and fooliſh then ? 

Capt. Har; No, my dear fiſter, neither auk- 
ward nor fooliſh; but the direct contrary to ei 
ther. —She is the moſt charming girl in the 
world.—Oh, Charlotte, had you but ſeen her 
as ſhe ſat ſpinning at the cottage-door, and 
tun'd her voice in ſongs ſo heavenly ſweet—you 
wou'd have felt each note ſhe ſung moſt forci- 
bly. (During the laſt part of this ſpeech CHaR- 
LOTTE can ſcarcely refrain from laughing ). 

CHarR: Ha! ha! ha! ſpare me, my good 
brother—Ha! ha! ha! I ſhall certainly die 
with laughing. In love! abſolutely in love !— 
Captain Harwin in love with a cottager! Ha! 
ha! ha! 

Capt. Har. Look ye, ſiſter, you may call 
the propriety of my love in queſtion ; but be- 
lieve me, I am one of thoſe who have ever def- 
Piſed the common prejudices of mankind, par- 
ticularly in the affairs of love. A fine perſon — 
a graceful carriage - and an amiable diſpoſition, 
are all the titles or wealth I ſhould look for in a 
woman. Lotharia ſeems to poſſeſs all thoſe ad- 
vantages ; and to them are added a delicacy of 
fentiment infinitely above her condition. You 
muſt confeſs with me, that ſo many charms 
ought to compenſate for the want of other qua- 
lifications, which the injuſtice of fortune has 
deprived her of. Fo | 5 
Cnax. Nay, nay, my good brother, why 
fo ſerious ?—TI only meant it in joke I cou'dn't 
help laughing at the moment. But to ſhew you 
I highly approve your ſentiments, and am ſorry I 

have 
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have offended you I am ready to lend you all 

the aſſiſtance in my power. 
Capt. Har. My dear ſiſter, this is a ſuffi- 
cient reparation; but what is to be done? I 
have not yet told her that I love her. 

CHarR. Well then, ſet about it ſtraight— 
the ſooner the better, I can tell you. 

Capt. Har. Then ſuppoſe I go back again 
directly ? IS 

CAR. Ay, do ſo; I am as impatient as 
you can poſſibly be. | 

Capt. Har, Well, then, adieu! and 
Heaven ſend I may be ſucceſsful ! | 


A I R. 


Ye Powers, with her my wiſhes bleſs, 
Where all perfections ſeem combin'd , 
For if her face her heart expreſs, 
Worth, love, and virtue, form her mind. 


The violet ſweet that ſcents the air, 
Nor lilly opening to the view, 
Nor bluſhing roſe, nor jaſmine fair, 
Are half 1o ſweet, dear maid, as you. 
[ Exit, 


Cnar, So, ſo! you are fairly caught, I ſee, 
over-head-and-cars. What's more, you ſeem 
in a fair way to continue ſo,—Let me ſee, it's 
Jonas's miſtreſs he is in love with, —I heartily 
with I could have a little ſport with them; 
and I think I could contrive—— 

| Enter 


"0 —_-- yg WW 


\ 
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Enter Sir Tosy. 


Sir Topy, What, my dear ? to plague me ? 


CHAR, Not you, papa, but ſomebody in 
this houſe, tho”. 


Sir Topy. Ay! pray tell me who it is. I 
ſhall like vaſtly to take a ſhare in the joke. 
CnarR. Why, my brother Charles. 


Sir Tory. Charles !--What has he done to 
deſerve it ? | 


CAR. Fall'n in love. 

Sir Tory. Oh, then plague him by all 
means, if you can, But the matter is, how are 
you to ſet about it ? 

Cnar. Let me alone, I'll warrant I'll do it. 

Sir Tony. Ay! but how? 

CHar, Why, rival him. 

Sir Tosy, Rival him, girl! how will you 
do that ? NS 

Cyar. Oh, nothing more eaſy.— Let me 
ſee——hum—Yes, that will do—an Officer ſhall 
be the thing, 

Sir Topy, An Officer! Take care, girl, you 
do not diſgrace the cloth. | 

CAR. Never fear, Sir; I truſt IT ſhall, 
when dreſs'd, look as bold as any of them; 
ay, and what's more, a as bold too: för it 
will give me courage in the attempt to look 


round and ſee ſo many who are more fit to wear 


the petticoat than myſelf. | 
Sir Tory. Well, take care you don't carry 


the joke too far; for if you ſhould incenſe 


him, he may perhaps draw his ſword, and 
then— | 


E 2 CAR. 


- a — 
— — — 


28 THE COTTAGER 9: 


CuhAR. Well, ſir, and what then ? Don't 
you think I can draw mine ? 

Sir Tov. And do you mean to haye a 
ſword too ? 

CHaR, Ay, fir, undoubtedly. 

Sir Tosy. Well, do as you think proper. 
Bur there's one thing I don't think you have 
thought of: How are you ſure Charles won't 
know your voice? 

CHar, Right, my dear papa! I had forgot 
that. How can I manage? Oh, I have it. 
Invention ſeldom fails me at a pinch, Sup- 
poſe I was to make him a Scotch Captain : I 
think I could ſpeak the diale& well enough to 
deceive him, or I made but little uſe of my 
time the three years I was with my uncle in the 
Shire of Roſs, 

Sir Toy. Well, I think you will not be 
able to deceive him. 

CAR. But I ſhall, tho'; and I believe I 
could deceive you too, with all your ſagacity. 
Sir Topy. No, no, not me, neither, Char- 
lotte. 

Cnax. But I'll try, tho', and that when 
you leaſt expect it. (Aide. But you muſt 
promiſe to be ſecret. | 

Sir Topy. Yes, upon my honour. But do 
as you pleaſe, I am ſure you cannot deceive 
me. 


| Char, Well, I muſt not think of ſtandin 
to diſpute the matter with you now. I am 15 
impatient to equip myſelf for this Scoteh Cap- 
tain, that it gives me an unuſual flow of 
ſpirits, __ LExih. 

8 | dir 
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Sir Tory. This girl is the ſtrangeſt mad 
harumſcarum creature that ever liv'd.—I don't 
half like this, neither; for if any miſchief 
ſhould come on't, what ſhall I do! I with I 
had not been privy to it. —But then ſhe might 
have deceiv'd me, tho'; ſo of the two, I had 
rather be in the plot to make a fool, than be 
out on't to be made one myſelf, [ Exit, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


— — — 1 — — 
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SCENE draws up, and diſcovers a View of the 
Village at a little Diſtance. —The Cottage in 
Abt. On one Side the Stage a Stile, Revupen 
ſtanding as if juſt got over—Peccy getting 
over—T hey come farward. 


% 


ELL, Peggy, I'm afraid we 

have been a long time com- 
ing—we ſhall ſoon be at the cottage now, tho? ! 
Ah, I wiſh we lived nearer each otker, then I 
ſhou'd ſee you oftener, Peggy. 

PRC Y. Well, then, why don't you come 
nearer ? You might, if you wou'd, 

RevBen., What! and leave poor old grand. 
mother to ſhift for herſelf? No, hang it, I can't 
do that neither, tho' I love you as dear as I 
love my own life. Confider, Peggy, ſhe's the 
only parent I ever knew, and gratitude forbids 
my deſerting her in her old age. 

Pecey. Why, to be ſure, Reuben, ſhe is a 
very good old woman, and of main ſervice in 
the village; there is not a heart but will heave 
a ſigh when ſhe dies; I'm ſure I ſhall cry a 
whole day, 


REUBEN. 


RxrvBEN. 
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Revsen., Well, don't talk about it, 'twill 
come time enough, I warrant,—But as I wag 


ſaying as we came along the mead—when ſhall 
we be— 


Pzcoy. What, Reuben? 

RevBexn., Now muſt I ſpeak it can't you 
gueſs— Married, laſs ? 

Peccy. Married, Reuben !—Lord, how can 
I tell! You know my father will not conſent 
he does not like me to ſpeak to you. 

RevBtn. Now is not that very hard? I 
wonder what reaſon he can have for it —I'm 
ſure I loves you; and will make you as good a 
huſband as ever man made. Tho' I ben't very 
rich—I think I be honeſt—and in my opinion 
that is the better thing of the two, You might 
get many a lad who wou'd promiſe more than 
I; but what of that? will they perform? But 
I think, Peggy, now, notwithſtanding this, if 1 
was to go and ſpeak to him | 

Peocy. Oh goodneſs, Reuben, no, you muſt 
not indeed; I know he wou'd not conſent, — 
Beſides, he 1s not all—there's your old grand- 
mother, 

ReuBen. She! Oh poor ſoul, ſhe'll do any 
thing I aſk her.—Bur now ſuppoſe I was to go to 
Sir Toby's, and get himto ſpeaka good word for 
us to your father; I think he wou'd not refuſe 
him, as he has been his tenant ſo many years. 

Peccy. Yes, do, Reuben. 

RzUBEN. And in cafe grandmother ſhou'd 
ſay any thing, get him to ſpeak to her. I 
know ſhe will be at Sir Toby's to pay her rent, 
it being Quarter-Day, | 


Pzcer. 
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Pecoy. Dear Reuben, what a lutky 
thought ! 

Revsen. Ay, but if I do now—tell me! 
when ſhall it be ? 

PRCOVYV. Lord, Reuben! juſt as ſoon as you 
pleaſes, x 

REevuBten, Say you ſo, my laſs? then ecod it 
ſha'n't be long. Ob, I am fo happy !—Give me 
a kiſs as a proof you are in earneſt, | K:ſſes her. 

Pzccy. Ay, that I am, Reuben. 


DUET T oO. 


Pzcoy. 
My heart is your's, my hand is free, 
You're welcome both to it and me; 
Get friends conſent—let them approve, 
Then Reuben I will dearly love. 


FFP 
My lovely Peggy, we'll ſtrait away, 
And aſk our friends to fix the day; 
Then when we're wed, no cares we'll know, 
You'll tend the cot and I the plough. 


— — 2 - — 
— E— — — — 
— — — 


PE OO. 7 
My heart's ſo true it ne'er can ſtray. 


| REUBEN. 
h Pill love and cheriſh- 
| PEO OV. 
| | | —— — [ll obey. | 
| TOGETHER. 
i Then here we plight our love with joy, 
1 Which time nor chance ſhall &er annoy. 


[Excunt. 
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SCENE II. 
Enter fir Tour: 


Sir Tony, Ha! ha! ha! Well, the girl 
has done it admirably ! She's perfe& miſtreſs of 
the language, and acts ſo well, that, damme, if 
I had not been in the ſecrer, I ſhould have ſworn 
ſhe was the very perſon ſhe repreſents, —Oh 
how cleverly we have done it ! And how rakiſh 
the little huſſey looks !—ſhe will have ſome of 
the laſſes hearts, I warrant, I obſerv'd at dinner, 
that even old Bridget could not help caſting a ſly 
look at her now and then. — And Jonas, (zZounds) 
how he did ſtare! and kept ev'ry now and then 
Jogging my elbow to know what he ſaid, —Ha ! 
ha! ha! faith, *tis very clever. —They were all 
very much ſurpriſed that Charlotte ſhou'd go 
into the country the very day her brother came 
home.—Poor fools, they little think ſhe. was ſo 
near them !—But here comes Charles—Ha ! 
ha! ha! how ſtrange he wou'd look if I was to 
tell him—ha ! ha! ha! 


Enter Captain Harwin. 


Capt. Han; I am glad to find you ſo mer- 
ry, fir, | 5 
"i Tosy. I thank you, boy.—In the name 
of wonder, where have you been ? I have been 
half over my fields to ſeek you. Sure you have 
not got a ſweetheart among our country laſſes? 
There are ſome very * ones, I aſſure you. 


Capt. 
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Capt. Har. Faith, Sir, I believe you have 


hit it. 


Sir Tozv. Ah, I thought ſo! I am gene- 
rally right in thoſe matters. —But where have 
you left your couſin ? How's this ? I thought 


you, wou'd have been inſeparable. I am ſure 


he is a fine ſenſible lad—and but for that 


damn'd Scotch brogue, I think he is as good 


a companion as any gentleman need have. And 
then he is ſuch a favourite with the Iadies !— 
Do you know [ intend him for a ſon-in-law ?— 


I think Charlotte will like him vaſtly but 


the worſt on't is, I don't think ſhe will be able 
to underſtand him—taith I can*'t.,—How do you 
manage, Charles ? 

Capt. Har. Oh, fir, very well. He is a 


fine youth, to be ſue ; ;—but I think he is very 
ſelf-conceited. | \ 


Sir Tozy. Why, yes! he is rather fo 
But you mult conſider he is very young; and 
then his father has ſpoiled him, being the only 
child: you mutt think of theſe things, Charles. 

Capt. Har. True, fir. But pray how long 
does he intend ſtaying in England? 

Sir Tory. Faith JI can't Stell; ; a month or 
two, perhaps — for he means to take a parti- 
cuiar view of the countr) 


Capt. HAR. (Aſide.) A month or two—l 


wiſh it had been only a day or two,—Who knows 
but he may, in taking a ramble round our 


fields, ſtray near the cottage ; — and ſhou'd he 
bt hold my Lothatia—T cannot bear the thought. 
— Pray, far, is he in the houſe now? 


Sir 
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Sir ToBy. No; I believe he is gone for a 
walk round the fields :—ſhall we go and ſeek 
him ? 

Capt. Har. I thank you, fir ; but I have 

particular buſineſs at this moment, ——-I will 
attend. him preſently, and be proud to render 
him all the ſervice in my power. 
Sir Tony, I wou'd have you, Charles, for 
the ſake of his father. —I aſſure you, he is as 
worthy an old fellow as ever you convers'd 
with,—lI like him vaſtly—I do indeed;—and 
therefore beg you will ſhew him all the atten- 
tion in your power. — Well, TIl take a walk 
and ſee if I can find him —you'l meet us in 
the fields. [ Exit. 

Capt. Har. *Sdeath, what a fool am I, to 
be jealous of this beardleſs boy !—Yet, in ſpite 
of all my reaſoning to the contrary, I feel my- 
ſelf more and more inclin'd to be ſo.—There is 
ſomething ſo inſinuating in his manner — and 
then his addreſs is ſo engaging, ſo calculated 
to gain the favour of the tair ſcx, that I tremble 
with apprehenſion leſt he ſhou'd behold my 
Lotharia, my only love. She is innocence 


itſelf, and may be eaſily deceived by his ſpe- 
cious attention.—PII ſeek her this inſtant :--- 
and ſhould he attempt any thing injurious to 
my love, he ſhall anſwer the preſumprion. 
[En 


F.3 


| 
(| 
| 
| 
| 
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SCENE UI. 


Enter Mr. WI ron and LOTHARIA (hm the 
Cottage). 


WEL. Well, Lotharia, I am going to Sir 
Toby's.—l ſhall foon return. —But if Captain 
Harwin ſhould come in my abſence, do not, my 
dear child, ſuffer yourſelf to be led away by 
vain promiſes ; and if he ſhou'd wiſh to make 
any propoſals, tell him you muſt leave all to 
me.— I think, my Lotharia, you need not fear 
my conſulting your good in every thing. — But 
why need I caution you ? Your innocence and 
virtue will be ſufficient guards ; therefore fare- 
wel! You need only remember your tender, 
doating father's happineſs is at ſtake. 

Exit. 

Lorg. You need not doubt me, fir: I 
will leave all to you; for I am convinc'd you 
will not oppoſe any generous offer that Captain 
Harwin may make; and ſurely he can make 
none to my diſhonour. I feel he has awaken'd 
ſentiments in my boſom which till now I was a 
ſtranger to.—Sure, when he talks of love, the 
gentleſt accents glide from his lips !—ſweeter 
than ſofteſt ſtrains from ſhepherds pipes. —I 
feel he has my heart, and holds it ſo faſt that I 
ne*er ſhall get it back again.—How ſweet and 
heayenly is the evening The ſun has loſt the 
ſcorching heat of noon, and Ain for reſt. 
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A I R. 


The ſongſters of the grove are buſh'd, 
With all their young in neſt : 

The lark its little throat has huſh'd, 
And dropt in gentle reſt. 


The ſun declining paints the hills 
With beauteous golden hue ; 

And leaves each cowſlip near the rills 
Beſpangled o'er with dew. 


The village ploughboys homeward bend, 
Whiſtling they rrudge along; 
Hoping the toils of day to end 
At evening with a ſong. 


[ Exit. 


SCEN = - IV; 
The Field with the Stile. 


Enter LoTHARIA, followed by CaaRLoTTE, in 
Boy's Cloaths. 


CHAR. Stay, ſtay, my charming girl! how 
can ye be ſa? cruel ? —By the honour of aN orth 
Breeton, I wiſh ye nae harm. Why will ye nae. 
hear me ?—Nay, ye ſhall. 
Lorn. Indeed, fir, I dare not.— Some of 
our neighbours may fee you, and they are too 
apt to catch at any thing, which they think can 
injure the reputation of a poor girl who has no- 
thing but that to depend upon. 

CAR. Come, come, never mind them.— 


Nay, 
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Nay, ye ſhall ſtay.—I am a friend of Captain 
Harwin's.—I am ſure ye winna think the 
worſe o' me for that. 

Lorn. Sir, any friend of my father's bene- 
factor mult always be conſider'd by me with the 
greateſi reſpect. But I ſuppoſe, fir, you want 
my father ? I believe he is now at Sir Toby's. 

CAR. Hoot awa, laſſie, I dinna want him! 
— ] want to have a little chat wi' ye, gin ye 
wull let me. ( Looking ap the Stage, as if by ac- 
cident, ſees the Captain.; (Aſide.) As I live, 
yonder's Charles No for it. | 

Lori. Some other time, ſir. 

CAR. Here's na time ſa fit as the preſent. 

Lore. Bur, fir, I mult go; I dare not ſtay. 
( Aſide) 1 tremdole leſt any unlucky accident 
ſhou'd 8 Captain Harwin this way. — What 
ſhall I do? 

Capt. Har. (from the top of the Stage). Ha! 
what's this I fee ! 

CAA. But ye muſt ſlay, my charming an- 
gel. I am tran!{ported wi ye !—lIt aw Eng- 
liſh ladies are ſo handſome as ye, by Heeven, I 
wull live and die here! — Ve wou'd na leave 
me n thus diſtrcls'd ! Here I vow myſel' yere 
llave. [ Knedls. 

Cavt, Han, Ha ! By Heaven, I can ſcarce 
contain myſelf See how he kiſſes her hand! 
Would I could hear her reply | 

CHar. Confider, child, am I not the friend 
of Captain Harwin -I affure ye I ſhall report 
vere unkind behaviour to him. — Come, come, 
ye d inna mean to be cruel ;—aay, I am ſure ye 
C:nna z—tis na in your nature. 

Lorn. Sir, be aſſured your friendſhip with 

Captain 
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Captain Harwin ſeals my lips—and words are 
deny'd utterance—elfe I cou'd tell you how ve- 
ry unhappy your importunities make me. 

CAR. Nay, dinna be angry !—Come, be 
friends; let a kiſs ſeal it. | Offers to kiſs her. 

Capt. Har, (coming down.) I can huld no lon- 
ger, —Oh unkind Lotharia !—couv'd I have be- 
lieved this of you As to you, fir, you have 
injured me more than I thought you capable of. 
But 

CAR. Ha! ha! ha!—By my ſaul, I can 
ſee nae injury at a.. Have not I as mickle right 
to love a pretty girl as yere ſel ? 

Capt. Hark, But let me tell you, fir, you 
have injur'd my fondeſt love.—I cannot bear it, 
and demand inſtant ſatisfaction. 
| Cnar. Oh gin ye are for that ſport, ye 
ſhall ſee I can be as bauld as ye, and fight as 
weel.—Ecod a North Breeton never flinch'd his 
ground ;—nor do I fear gi'eing ye or ony mon 
ſatisfaction. | 

Capt. Har. Then, fir, defend yourſelf. 

CAR. Never fear Ve ne'er ſaw a cow- 
ard yet that came fra the Land of Cakes. 


| They fight, LorHARIA faints. 
Enter Sir ToBy—(who catches her in his arms). 
Sir Togy. Hey-dey ! What are ycu at ?— 
Hold, I command you !—Do you ſce what mil- 
chief you have done here? Come, put up your 
itcels, and help me to recover this poor girl. 
Capt. Har. My life! my Lotharia! 
Sir Topy. Ay, fine doings—! think I came 
juſt in time, friend Donald.—What have you 
been quarrelling about? how came it ?=You 
were good friends within this hour ! 


Cix AR. 
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Cuakx. Very true, ſir but yere hot- headed 
ſon muſt quarrel wi” me becauſe I had taken a 
mickle fancy to that bonny laſſie—therefore he 
challeng'd me—and 'ye know, Sir Toby, a 
Scotch-man munna de bid twice. 

dir Tory. (afide) Zounds, what's the mat- 
ter ?—how I tremble Il thought ſome ill luck 
wou'd come of this frolic—and there wou'd 
have been bloodſhed if I had not come in as I 
did. Why, Charles, what have you done here? 
I find *tis you have been to blame.—Come, be 
friends with your couſin, I dare lay my life 
he did not mean to offend you. 

Capt. Har. Sir, as it is my father's requeſt, 
we'll drop the affair for the preſent. 

Cruar. With a' my heart, ſir.— But, ma- 


dam, what apology can I poſlibly mak' to ye? 
et I think ye will pardon me. Gin I can 
read yere eyne, they look full of tenderneſs 


and forgiveneſs.—l ſincerely beg yere pardon ; 
and depend upon it, madam, ye ſhall a*ways 
find me ane of the firſt to render ye ony ſervice. 
ye may think proper to command. [ Exit. 

Sir Topy. (a/ide) What a clever laſs it is! 
— Why, Charles, how came all this about ?— 
I want to have it fully explain'd. 

Capt. Haz. Some other time, fir ;—at pre- 
ſent | muſt intreat your aſſiſtance to reconcile 
me to my belov'd Lotharia. 

Sir TosBy. Ah, Charles, I thought it was 
ſome love affair; but I muſt pardon you, for I 
was juſt ſuch another at your age. 

Capt. Hax, Lovely Lotharia, why are you 
thus unkind ?—Oh, fir, ſpeak for me, 
Air Topy. Come, come, my pretty one, I 


am 
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am ſure you will forgive him. Now tell me ho- 
neſtly, Can you love a ſoldier ?—There, Charles, 
your buſineſs is ſettled; that bluſh confirms it. 

Capt. Har. Am! ſo happy, my Lotharia? 
—Oh, let me pour forth the ſentiments of a 
true and faithful heart—ſentiments with which 
you firft inſpir'd me Nor is it poſi ole they 
can ever change: no, my much-lov'd charmin 
maid, while I have life you ſhall ever find me 
the moſt conſtant of men. 


. 


From you the faireſt, ſweeteſt flower, 
What ſenſe cou'd ever ſtray ? 

More lovely than the bluſhing hour 
That paints the cheek of 

Sure, forming thee, each Love and Grace 
To captivate combin'd ; 

And ſent to earth with Beauty's face 
Minerva's matchleſs mind. 


Sir Topy. Come, my girl, ſettle the matter 
at once, —If you will have him, I'll anſwer for it 
he'll make you a good huſband:—ſo ſpeak ; and 
if you will, we'll ſtep home, call all partics 

together, and have the buſineſs ſettled at once. 
, Lorna. Oh, fir, conſider we are but humble 
cottagers—and you 

Capt. Har, Oh, name it not! 'Tis true, 
you have not rank or title but in lieu of that 
you have beauty and virtue, which, in my 

opinion, far excels them, 

LoTn. You are too kind, fr indeed 1 
muſt not look ſo high. 
| G AIR. 


[ 
|| 
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AIR. 
We are but humble villagers, 
Our cottage we but rent; 
And tho? our flocks and herds are few, 
With thoſe we find content. 
We have no friends, no neighbours dear, 
They all are dead and gone, 


Save your good fire, whoſe generous care 
Has twin'd them all in one. 


Capt. Har; Oh, fir, how I adore you for 
this kindneſs ! 1 | 

Sir Tosy. Adore me! no, faith, you have 
enough to adore there.—But come, let's away. 
—Zooks, I am ſo happy I cou'd hug thee, 
Charles, to think thou haſt been able to diſtin- 
guiſh merit, tho? veil'd in poverty !-—Come, 


come along, and we'll have as merry a wed- 


ding as good-humour and the beſt wine in the 
country can make us. 5 Er 


. 


Enter Lavy, Jonas, and REUBEN. 


Lapy. What did you ſay, young man? 
that you wanted Sir Toby ? 
| Revs. Yes, an' your ladyſhip pleaſes. 
Lapy. But what is your buſineſs with him, 
friend ? 
Jonas. Ay, my lad, what do you want with 
my father ? „ He mk | 
ay Revs. 
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, Revs. Is Sir Toby Harwin your father, 
ir; | | 

Jonas. Yes, fir! he is my father, fir! 
Revs. (afide) Lord, who would have 
thought ſo !—Mercy, what has he gotten under 
his chin? and what can he hold that fine clout 
under his noſe for ? 

Lapy. Well, young man, but I muſt know 
what your buſineſs is with Sir Toby ? 

Revs. Why, an' pleaſe your ladyſhip, I 
had a favour to aſk; if ſo be as how he wou'd 
be ſo kind. | 
| Jonas. Lord, mother, how can you ſtand 
talking to this booby ſo long ? Oh ! here comes 
father and couſin Do but look, mother, how 
he ſtruts and capers !—*Pon honour, I wiſh he 
did not talk fo outlandiſhly that a body can't 
underſtand what he ſays.--Do, mother, lend 
him my Engliſh grammar, *tis as good as new; 
for you know I did not dirty it much with over- 
ſtudy - you can't think what ſervice it will do 
him. 

Lapy. Dear child, how you talk !—Oh, 
here comes Sir Toby + (zo Revusen.) 


Enter Sir Tony and CHARLOTTE: 


Sir Topy. (ſpeaking as be enters) Faith, *twas 
yery well manag'd ! *Tis well we came off as 
we did. Oh, are you here, Bridget? — What, 
and Jonas too ? ff, 

Jonas. Yes, father, I am here. 

Sir Tosv. Ah, what, honeſt Reuben !—Faith, 
Im glad to ſee you. 

Revs. Thank your Honour, —I come to aſk 
your Honour a favour, _ your Honour Pons 

2 ir 


| 
4 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Sir Tos. Speak out, Reuben; what is it? 

Revs. Why, ſo be as how your Honour has 
no objection Peggy Cowſell, at neighbour 
Welford's, is my ſweetheart. 

Sir Toßv. Well, Reuben, I aſſure you I 
have no objection to that. 

Ruß. Now, if your Honour wou'd be ſo 
kind as to ſpeak a good word to Farmer Cowſell 
tor us, your Honour —— 

Sir Topy. Yes, that I will, Reuben, and if 
it ſhould be neceſſary, multiply it to two or 
three. 

Revs. Thank your Honour. —But if your 
Honour pleaſes, I have ſomething elſe to aſk. 

Sir Tosy. Well, what is it? I am in a hu- 
mour to grant any thing to-day. 

Revs. If your Honour will be ſo kind as to 
ſpeak to Grandmother. 

Sir I c6By. Send her to me, and I'll ſpeak to 
her, I'll warrant !—And do you hear, Reuben? 
Lotharia is going to be married, ſo you may be 
all tack'd together at the ſame time. 

Revs, Thank your Honour. 

Sir Tosy. And ſtay, Reuben.—Remember 
you are to keep the wedding here. 

Revs. Yes, and thank your Honour. —Dear 
heart, how glad your Honour has made me !— 
41hank your Honour, 

[ Exit, 

Joxas. Lord, father! what have you been 
ſaying to that clown, you have made him ſa 
glad and merry ? 

dir Tory. What would have made you 
mer:y too, if you were in his ſituation. 

Jonas. Lord, what is it? 

| Sir 
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Sir Topy. Told him he might marry the 
girl of his heart, if he deſerved her. 

Jonas. Yes, that wou'd make me happy 
indeed! | 
Sir Topy. Faith, Jonas, I think you might 
= better employment than running after the 

irls. 
: Jonas. Lord, father, what can be better? 


A I R, 


The ladies are angelic creatures, 
With their ſweet bewitching features ! 
Our hearts they ſteal, 
Then love we feel : 
Tormented night and day, 
They do ſo teaze you, 
Perplex and pleaſe you, 
Till you're waſted all away. 
Oh for a while 
They ſweetly ſmile ; 
They ſtrive to pleaſe, 
Then vex and teaze ; 
You ſue in vain, 
Then next complain ; 
So on you go, 
Till tir'd you grow, 
And then begin again. 


CuAR. I think, couſin, might I adviſe, gin 
ye wiſh to ingratiate yourſel into the good opi- 
nion o' the ladies, dinna you think a fierce cock- 
ade and regimentals wou'd be a great addition 
to your perſon ? And let me tell ye, there £9909 
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be a greater recommendation to the fair ſex than 
to addreſs them d la- militaire. 

Jonas. Ah, that's ſome of his damn'd 
Scotch, I ſuppoſe! But 'tis no matter what 
gibberiſh he talks! He's a Captain, and that 
will make him underſtood by the ladies. How 
I wiſh father would let me be a Captain, they 
are ſo gentee] !---then I'd go to France to learn 
Scotch, Iriſh, and Dutch, and all thoſe polite 
languages.---Couſin, will you try if you can 
[| prevail on father to buy me a commiſſion ? 
| CAR. Wi' aw' my heart.---Sir Toby, I want 
| to perfuade you to buy a commiſſion for yere 
ſon. | 

Sir Togy. A commiſſion for Jonas! 

Cruar, Yes, I ha* ſome thoughts of reſign- 
ing mine : What think ye of purchaſing 5 


Jox As. Ay, do, father; you can't think 
how I ſhou'd like ro be call'd Captain Jonas 
Smirk.---Oh dear! what a fine grand long 
| name !---And who knows but one day or other 
f I might be a General? | 

Sir Topy, Yes, when you have fought a 
battle or two to bring your hand in, you—- 
| Jonas. Fought a battle of: two !---What--- 
, what, can't I be a General if I don't fight? 
Zounds! I won't fight: I am the beſt- natur'd 
 teilow in the world: J have no malice at heart 

to any one, not l. 
| Cnar. But, couſin, gin ye winna fight, 
i why do ye carry a ſword ? 

n Jonas By ſuch a queſtion, one may ſwear 
. You haven't been long in England (whiſpers 
4 CHARLOTTE}. Why, mun, it won't draw. 
| CHAR, 
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CHarR, Nae draw !--- What !—d'ye carry a 
ſword that winna draw, and want to be a Ge- 
neral ! Oh, fie, fie! -- Why, yere a mere will- o- 
the wiſp—or a glow-worm in the dark to de- 
ceive the unwary—aw? outſide View ye at a 
diſtance, and ye appear aw” fire ;—but examine 
ye cloſe, and ye prove a cauld inſect, without 
thi leaſt ſpark in your whole compoſition. 

Jonas. But, couſin, now, I aſſure you, I 
a'n't ſuch a coward as you take me for. -I have 
fought once 

Sir Toy. Right, Jonas, ha, ha, ba lI——I 
remember it, 
_ Char. Pray, wha was your antagoniſt ? 

Sir ToBy. Oh, a mortal enemy, I aſſure 
you! no leſs a combatant than our great turkey- 
cock. Ha, ha, ha! You may well remember 
he got the day,---Ha, ha, ha 

All, Ha, ha, ha 

CHar. Ha, ha! Deel tack me, ye ha' 
ſettled the buſineſs at once. Ye ſhanna be a 
Captain: I think it will be the beſt way to keep 
my commiſſion myſel ;---and in caſe o' war, his 
Majeſty wou'd find more benefit from a regi- 
ment of ſden prope@#fcliows as me, than he wou'd 

fratwa whoſe hearts were nae braver than yere' 8. 

Sir Tory. Well, we'll talk this matter over 
ſome other time. I want now to ſpeak to you 
all together.---Do you know, we are going iq 
have a wedding? 
| Lady Har. A wedding 

Sir Toby. Ay, as ſure as you're alive. 

Jonas. But who are the parties, father ? I 
hope you a'n't a-going to marry me without 
my conſent ? 


our 


| 
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Sir Tosy. No, faith, not I. 

CAR. Now for it. (A/ide.) But, my dear 
Sir Toby, who is it, pray ? 

Sir Toy. A very worthy couple, I aſſure 
you- my ſon Charles and 

Lady Har, And Lady Fly- away, the great 
heireſs that lives not far off, I hope. -Ah, I 
thought it would be a match, they were al- 
ways ſo fond. 

Sir Tosy. ( A/ide.) Ah, ſee how you may be 
deceived, Bridget! But an hour will perhaps 
explain to you who it is.--- Well, you need be un- 
der no apprehenſions: Charles has made a noble 
choice.---Oh, how I love him for his diſcernment! 
-.-Yet, perhaps, ſome may cenſure ;---and if they 
do, it will be only thoſe who envy her good 
fortune in gaining the affections of as worthy 
and honeſt a lad as ever merited the warmeſt 
approbation of a fond and doating father. 

Lady Har, Ay, ay, it certainly muſt be 
Lady Fly-away.---What an honour to our fa- 
mily! and ſuch a fortune, too !---Well], Charles 
is certainly very lucky.---I wiſh ſhe had fix'd 
upon yo, Jonas. But it is better that it ſhou'd 
be Charles, than that her title and fortune 
ſhou'd go out of the family. But go, my dear 
child, dreſs yourſelf with all imaginable taſte. 

Jonas. Lord, mother, a*n't I taſty enough 
already? I am ſure I ſha'n't trouble myſelf to 
dreſs again. 

Lacy tar, Well, don't ſtand muſing, there's 
no time to be loſt..---How unlucky Charlotte 
fhould be from home !---I myſt ſend for her; 
ſuc'll be delighted at this wedding. 


Jonas, 
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Jonas. Yes, do, mother, ſend for ſiſter Char- 
lotte---becauſe perhaps ſhell bring ſome fine la- 
dies home with her; then I ſhall have ſomebody 
to dance with - cuts capers). And, mother; be 
ſure you let us have plenty of fiddles :---I hate 
to dance to one it makes ſuch a ſqueaking--- 
Juſt for all the world like a departing pig :--- 
let's have a good many; I would not give a 
pin for them unleſs they make a good loud 
noiſe, 

CHAR. Yes, my lady, pray ſend for Char- 
lotte, for I intend dancing w! her myſel (does a 
few ſteps of a Scotch reel). I think ſhe wull be 
doatingly fond of a Scotch reel.---Idinna doubt 
but we ſhall be excellent companions. 

Joxas. Faith will you ; ſhe is juſt ſuch a 
mad-brain'd thing as you are. I ſhall like her 
the better for*t. But, come, I am aw' impatience 
to be footing it aboot.---Why, Jonas, dinna 
the thoughts of a wedding gr ye freſſr ſpirits, 
my lad? 

Jonas. Oh, yes, I have always fine ſpirits 
at a wedding ut, ecod, that is becauſe I am 
not tied in the nooſe, therefore have none of the 
pains to feel. ---So come along. 

 [Exeunt dancing. 


1 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter Sir Tosy (with a Number of Country Lads 
and Laſſes.) 


Sir Tozv. Come along, my lads and laſſes 3 
if your hearts are merry, drink to keep them 
ſo - fife and play, dance and fing---tol-de-rol, 
tol-de-rol---Oh how happy am 1! 


A 1 


I cou'd foot it, dance or ſing, 
Jump, ſkip, or any thing ; 
Friſk and play 
All the day, 
Forgetting that I'm old. 
Old, did I ſay? | 
Oh! lack-a-day ! 
I'm young yet, and quite bold, 
With jollity 
Pl merry be; 
Age ne'er can do me harm ; 
Mirth keeps my heart ſtill warm, 


Why, Bridget! Jonas! where are you all? 
Why don't you get the things ready? Here's all 
the fine folks coming, and nothing for them to 
eat and drink.---Here, John! 


Enter Jonx. 


Jonn. Yes, your Honour. 
Sir Tozy. Be ſure, John, you let me have 


he beſt wine my cellar affords, and plenty 
of it. 


Jons. 


Jonx. Yes, your Honour, I'll take care of 
that. | Exit. 

Sir Topy. Ha! ha! ha! I can't help laugh- 
ing to think how they will ſtare !--. Oh ! how I 
love a joke !--But they are a long time coming. 
- am ſo impatient and ſo happy---and ſo co- 
mical---and ſo- - -and ſo----Zounds ! I don't 
know what I am.---Oh ! here they come at laſt, 
hand in hand---aye---and I warrant as impa- 
tient as myſelf.---Come, my dear children ! 


Enter Captain HaRwin and LorHARIA. 
(T hey kneel.) After them Mr. WELroRD. 


Sir Togv. Oh, what ! my bleſſing ? There, 
take it---Bleſs you both together ! (raiſes them) 
Now, honeſt Welford, we are likely to be 
nearer than ever ;---and yet I don't know, we 
were always friends; and can there be any ties 
in nature ſtronger than thoſe of true and un- 
feigned friendſhip ? 

WeLrorRD. Oh, fir, my heart o'erruns with 
gratitude ! I cannot ſpeak. ; 

Sir Topy, I'm glad on't---I hate all man- 
ner of compliments, 

Capt. Har. This generofity from the beſt 
of fathers binds me your ſon more than ever. 


Enter Jox As (peeping ). 


Jonas. Dear heart, they're come! Now 
mult I put on ſome of my very beſt manners.--= 
My heart fails me,—I don't think I ſhall have 
face enough to ſpeak to her ladyſhip. | 

Sir Tory (ſceing him). Oh! Jonas, are you 
come to ſalute the bride ? 

H 2 Jonas 
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Jonas. Ye-ye-ye- yes, father (tammeriug). 
Madam---my lady---(afide) I never felt myſelf 
ſo daſh'd in all my life---May I beg the favour, 
madam, of---(looking up ſees  LOTHARIA )---- 
What do l ſee! My old flame, as I live !— 
Why, Charles, where's my Lady Fly-away : 5 

Capt. Har. Lady F ly-away !—Really I 
can't inform you. 

Jonas. Can't inform me! Why, a'n't you 
going to be married to her? 

Capt. Har. Faith, not I. 

Jonas. No! Why, a'n't we to have a wed- 
ding at all? 

Sir Topy. Yes, I hope fo. 

Jonas. But, father, who is Charles going 
to marry then ? 

Sir Tosy. This lady, fir, 

Jonas, That lady Gh! he is! Now hang 
me if that isn't too bad. But here comes mo- 
ther; ſee what ſhe'll ſay to all this. 


Enter Lady BRIDGET. 


Sir Tosy. Why, Bridget, where have you 
been all this time ? 

Lady Has, Bridget indeed I wiſh 
you would learn to pay a little more reſpect 
before ſtrangers, I beg ten thouſand pardom 
for not being at home when your ladyſhip was 
introduced; but a diſagreeable circumſtance 
prevented—( looking at LOoTHARIA) Hey-dey |! 
am to meet with nothing but diſagreeable cir- 
cumſtances?— Where's my Lady Fly- -Away ? 

Sir Tory. Really, Bridget, I can't tell. 

Lady Har, Why, was not ſhe to have 
been here?? 2 
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Sir Topy. No; this is the lady. 

Capt. Hax. Madam, give me leave to in- 
troduce this lady as my intended wife—and Pm 
ſure you cannot wiſh to ſee a more amiable per- 
ſon.—My father has already made us happy by 
his bleſſing; ſuffer me then to intreat yours. 

Lady Har. My bleſſing truly! No, fir, 
though your father has been ſo ridiculous, 
yau ſhall find I'm not ſo eafil y to be fool'd.— 
depend upon't, I never will conſent.---What! to 
bring a beggar into my family ? 

Capt. * Pardon me, madam, you re 
enriching, 


Lady . How can you make that ap- 
pear ? With what ? 

Capt. Hax. With every virtue (claſping 
her in his arms). | 
Lady Har, Virtue me no virtues---Is ſhe 
not a beggar? Who can deny that ? 

Werr. TI can! She is as rich in worldly 
droſs, as her whom you expected to find here— 
and ten times richet in thoſe nobler virtues. 
which you ſo much diſdain. 

Lorn. Oh ſpeak, my father! relieve this 
anxiety ! | 

Jonas. Ay, do, my good old Dad, or faith. 
J muſt call for ſome hartſhorn and water. 

Sir Tosy. Do ſtop that ideot's tongue. 

WeLr. You ſee one before you who was 
by repeated misfortunes reduc'd from a ſtate of 
affluence to that in which you have long known 
me. I wonder you have not in five long years 
diſcover'd your old companion and ichool- 
fellow ! 


Sir 


- OO — — 
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Sir Tony. I don't know how it was, but I 
always had a particular friendſhip for you; yet 
I don't recollect. 

Werr. Not recollect--Donmore! 

Sir Tory. Good Heavens !—I can't believe 
my eyes !—and yet it is |— 

Capt. Har. Ah, fir, what mean you? 

Welr. I mean that we are happy. 

Sir Tozvyv. But how came all this about? 

WELF. Some other time can beſt explain 
what, to recite minutely, wou'd fill a volume. 
—Suffice it to ſay, that ſoon after the deceaſe 
of my much-Jov'd wife, my father died ; when, 
inſtead of finding myſelf poſſeſſed of an af- 
fluent fortune, with the reverſion of the title 


of Lord Donmore, I found he had diſinherited 


me, leaving me without any viſible means 
of ſupport. The extreme concern for the 
death of my wife joined to this additional 
misfortune threw me into a ſevere ill. 
neſs, which I ſhould never have recover'd 
from, had not the idea of leaving this my 
darling child behind, friendleſs and forlorn, 
filled me with new life. When I was in ſome 
meaſure recover'd, I was obliged to ſeek out for 
fome employment, to ſupport myſelf and in- 
fant. Knowing you were in want of a ſteward, 
I applied, and ſucceeded. The change of my 
dreſs, and the alteration illneſs had made in my 
countenance, I imagine to have been the reaſon 
you did not know me. In this ſituation have we 
lived fince—reſolving not to make the world 
acquainted with our misfortunes, but to bury 
them in our own boſoms. hy 
Sir ToBy. Wondextul!—But proceed. 
Werr. 
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WriIr. Within this hour a meſſenger has 
been with me to inform me that the late Lord 
Donmore died about a fortnight ſince, leavin 
me in poſſeſſion of his title, as well as of that 
fortune which my father had ſo cruelly deprived 
me of. | 

Lorn. Amazing Providence! 

WeLr. Take her, Charles, and with her 
a fortune equal to her rank.—You cou'd value 
her without thoſe worldly recommendations, 
and therefore deſerve her with them. She's 
quite a little ruſtic, and knows nothing of the 
world ;—but her education has been the beſt I 
cou'd beſtow.—May ſhe make you happy! and 
may you hourly bleſs her! I hope your lady- 
ſhip has no ſcruples now ? 

Lady Har. Scruples, your lordſhip !—Oh 
dear, (curtſeys) I never had any. 

Sir Topy. Well done, Bridget. 

Jonas. Father, I ſay *tis not fair that 
Charles ſhou'd have Miſs Lotharia.— Now, 
Miſs, didn't I make love to you firſt ? 

Sir Tony. Well, never mind, Jonas! Who 
knows but you may get Lady Fly-away your- 
| ſelf—you'll make an excellent couple. 

Capt. Har. Les, Jonas; and as you are 
fond of ſhow and faſhionable life, you may 
then have your fill of it. 


Enter Jonn. 


Joan, Pleaſe your Honour, here's an old 
woman wants to ſee you, | 

Sir Tory. Well, bring her in: old or 
young, all are welcome to-day ; ay, and for a 
month to come I'll have ſuch dings 


Enter 
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Enter CyarLoTTE (diſguiſed as an Old Woman), 


Sir Tozy. Ah, goody, how do you do? 
I'm glad to fee you. 

CHAR. IT thank your Honour, pretty well; 
indeed, as well as I can expect, wel grow very 


old; almoſt fourſcore — There's no ſtopping 


time, your Honour, 

Sir Top. Very true, very true, goody ! yer 
we all wiſh to live as long as we can. Life is 
ſweet, you know. 

CHAR. Ay, by the mackings 1s it !—and yer, 
when we are both old and poor, and have out- 
lived every good, *tis very hard, But I am 
come to pay your Honour my laſt quarter's 
rent. I did not wiſh to be behindhand : I like 
to keep up the old cuſtom I have practiſed theſe 
five-and-thirty years, tho? I aſſure your Honour 


I never was harder put to it than I was to make 


it up this time. *Tis true, I had ſav'd it up 
long before quarter-day ; but poor neighbour 
Goodly died, and left a wife and fix children 
to the mercy of his creditors ; ſo by the greateſt 
good fortune my little ſum ſav'd them from 
the horrors of a priſon. Poor ſouls, they were 
nearly dragged away before I could help them! 
Sir Ton v. Inhuman wretches! There, goody, 
take back your rent and for your generous 
humanity, I ſhall order my ſteward to add 
ſomething more to it; for, in my opinion, my 
money never ſhines to ſo much advantage as 
when it brightens the countenance of the wor- 

thy indigent. 
CHAR, 
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CAR. Your Honour is all goodneſs—you 
are a bleſſing to us poor folks. Your kindneſs 
1 tears into my eyes; but, your Honour, 
I with to aſk your advice about my grandſon. 

Sir Topy. Reuben! He has juſt been with 
me to beg I would ſpeak to Farmer Cow- 
ſell, and likewiſe to you, when you came 
to pay your rent. Come, goody, you muſt 
give your conſent for the young folks to marry ; 
they'll be very happy, I make no doubt. 

CHAR. Your Honour is main kind to think 


ſo. 


Enter Joux. 


Jonx. Sir, here's Reuben and Peggy beg 
to ſee your Honour. 


Sir Topy, Shew them in.---Now, goody, 
you ſhall ſee how happy we have made them. 


Enter RevuBenN and PEGGY. 


Sir Tory. Come in! — | have made your 
eace for you. —See, your grandmother is here 
before you. : 
RevsBen. Yes, your Honour we have juſt 
been to ſee for her. | 
CAR. His Honour has been ſo kind as to 
ſue for you,—Ah ! I thought it would come to 
this I always had a ſuſpicion. Gs 
Sir Tory, Ah goody, you and I have 
liv'd too long in the world to be deceiv'd by 
ſuch younkers,—T have a girl that thought ſhe 
cou'd play me a trick ; but I think I am proof 
nning. | 
againſt all her cu S att 
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Cnar. Ay, ay, Sir Toby, you are not ſa 
eafily over-reach'd. 

Sir Tony. You are right, goody.----No, no, 
I am not to be caught ſo eaſily.— But come, 
my friends, aſſemble all together,---Two wed. 
dings in view |! 

Capt. Har, But where's my couſin and my 
ſiſter ?—Surely they have not ſtolen a match in 
order to make a third ! 

Lady Har. Oh no !—Charlotte is too 
wild to be caught, I aſſure you. 

Jonas. Lord, mother, how can you tell? 
You know nothing about it, 

Sir Tory. Let's ſee for them. -I wonder 
they are not come before now, ( Aſide.) She's 
a long time changing her dreſs, ſure.—] ex- 
pected ſhe would have taken leave of the 
Scotchman long before this. Why, Charlotte, 
Charlotte, where are you? he Cog 

[CnarLoTTE throws afide the Old Woman's 

Diſeurje,ana atrevering the Officer's, with a 
low Bow ſays) Here I am, papa. 

Sir Toßg Y. Here! What! and have 1 
been fool'd at laſt? 

CAR. Pardon me, Sir, you have indeed. 

Capi. Hax. Why, couſin, how comes all 
this about? Why this maſquerading ? 
Cnakx. Not couſin, neither - but your own 
dear fiſter Charlotte. | 

Capt. Har, Charlotte! And have I been 
jealous of you all rhis time? 

Sir Toxy. Yes, Charles, and I was in the 
plot too. ers 

CnaRx. But you little thought to be fo 
caught yourſelf, my dear papa ?-—And, pray 
pow, which character do you like me beſt we 

An 
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An old woman of ſeventy. five—(imi;ating an 
old woman) or the vivacious North Briton ?-.. 
(/ings a couple of lines of a ſprightly Scotch ſong). 

Wer. You are excellent in both! f m 
delighted with this ſtratagem.---Faith, Miſs 
Charlotte, I think you would make an ex- 
cellent actreſs, | 

CHAR. And you, too, my Lady---you muſt 
forgive me---you muſt indeed! Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Tozy. What, have you made a fool of 
her too, girl ? . 

CHar. No, Sir, —— 

Jonas. But not far ſhort ; ha, Charlotte ? 
He! he ! he! Well, that is fun! He! he! he! 

CHAR. | Yes, and you too, Jonas---Do you 
remember the Turkey-cock? ha ! 

Jonas. Huſh, huſh, now don't ſay a word. 

All. Ha! hal hal | 

Jonas, Ah! I thought it would come to 
my turn, 

Wer, Well, I think you have all ſhared 
alike thro* this girl's ingenuity.---And as the 
day began, ſo let us end it, in mirth and jol- 
My. 

Sir Topy. Ay, ſo we will---therefore let's 
have muſic---and let all give a ſpecimen of 
their abilities, | 


FIN A LE 


Captain HAR WIN. 
Lotharia, my life, my love, | 
What happineſs is mine to prove 
Belov'd by thee, 
Who's bleſs'd like me. 


Or who ſuch joys &er knew? 
1 7 28 Lorn. 
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LorHARIA. 


Now all my wiſhes are compleat, 
My heart's with fondeſt love replete ! 
With thee while bleſt, 
By thee careſt, 
No joys I'll own but you, 


Sir Tosy. 


What ſhall I ſay in my excuſe ? 
To prove I was not caught 's no uſe. 
You all then know 
Who ſerv'd meſo; 
And there ſhe ſtands, you ſee. 


Lady Har. 


And what is worſe, my love, Pm caught! 
For all ſhe ſwore is come to nought: 
The ſigh, the pant, 
The rove, the rant, 
Has rais'd the laugh at me. 


REUBEN, 


I thank your Honour for my Wife ; 
With gratitude will own thro? life, 
What you have done 
Much praiſe has won, 
For goodnels all is thine. 


Pecey. 


Your Honour, I muſt thank you too 
I n&er hould Huſband got, it you 
Had not been kind, 
And told my mind, 
And made my Reuben mine. 


Joxas. 
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Joxas. 


Oh, my turn is come] What ſhall I ſay, 
My wit and talents to diſplay? 
The Turkey-cock 
My mouth does ſtop, 
I find it's a loſt cauſe.--- 


CHARLOTTE. 


What character ſhall I aſſume ? 
Which has moſt weight ? May I preſume 
For Us to ſue ? 
If We've pleas'd you, 
Bleſs Us with kind applauſe 
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